
The mojl lamentable Tr age die 

Now alltheferuicelrequireofthcro, 

Js that th eone w ill Helpe to cut the other? 

Tiswcll Lauinia that thou haft no hands, 

For hands to do Rome feruice,n but vaine. 

Lucius* Speake gentl e filler uvdio hath marter d thee ? 
'-Marcus. O th3t deliglnfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blabd them with (rich pleafing eloquence. 

Is torne from forth that pretty hollow cage. 

Where like a fweet mellodious bird it fung, 

Sweet varied nocesinchauntmg euery eare. _ 

Lucius* Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deede? 
i-Marc. Oh thus I found her ftrayingin the Parke, 
Seeking to hidchcrfelfe as doth the Deare 
That hath receaude fome vnrecuring wound. 

Tttus. It was my Dearc, and he that wounded her. 
Hath hurt me more then had he kild tne dead : 

For now I Hand as one vpon a Rock, 

Inuirond with a wildernesofSea, 

Who markes the waxing tide, grow waueby 

Expecting euer when forneenuioiisfurge, 

Will in his brinifh bow els fwallo w him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnesare gone, 

Hcere ftands my otherfonnejabanifhtman, 

And fyeere my brother weeping at my w oes , 

Butthat which giuesmy foul e the great eft fpurne. 

Is deere Lauinia, deerer then my foule. 

Had I but fecnethy pi&urc in this plight, 

It would haue madded me : what mall I doe, 

Nowe I beholde thy liuely body fo? 

Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy tcares. 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath marterd thee : 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 
Thy brothers are condcmnde,anddeadby this. 

T-ooke Marcus, ah fonne Lucius looke on her, ^ 
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\Vhen I did name her brothers, then frefh teares- 

Stood on her cheelces, as doth the honny dew, 

Vpon a gathred Lillie almoft withered. (husband, 

(Marc. Perchancefhe weepesbecaufe they kild her 
Perchance becauft the kno wes him innocent. 

Thus. If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull, 
Becaufethclaw hath tanercuengeonthem. 

No, no they vrculd not doe fo foule 'a deede, 

Witnes the forrow that their lifter makes. 

Gentle Lauinta let me kifte thy lips, 

Ormakefome fignehow Imay do theeeafet 
Shall thy good Vnclc, and thy brother Lucius, 

And thou and I ht round about fome Fountain*, 

Looking all downewards tobehojd our chetkes 
How they are (faind in meadowesyetnotdry, 

Withmiery flime left or them by a flood. ? 

And in the Fountaiue (hall we gaze fo long, 

Till the fi efh tsflc be t j ken from that ciecrenes, „ 

And madeabrinepitwithourbitterteares ? 

Or Hi all we cut Away our hands like thine ? 

Or (hall wt bite our tongue3,and mdumbe ftcWS 
Pafterhc remainder ©four hatefull daies? 

What (hall wc doe? let vs that haue our tongues 
Plot (erne dciafe off ur; her misery 
Tuinskf vi wondred at in time to come. 

Lu:t, Sw-.etfatherccafeyoor teares, forat your grief© 

See how my wretched filler fobs and weeps. 

Man. Patience deerc Nerce, good Thus dric thine eyes*. 
Thus. Ah Marcus, Marcus* Brother well 1 wote, 

Thy napkin cannot drinkc a teare of mine, 

For thou poore man baft drowndit wi'th thine own©, 

Lhct. Ah my Laumia I will wipe thy cheekts, 

Tifjrr, M.ixk Marcus rmxkz, 1 vndeillandlicr fignes, 

Put. (lie a tongue to fpe*ke, now would (lie fay 








